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The Walk 


Author's Notes: 
| thought my muses had died but they decided to pop up again. In a completely different fandom. MWaters is 
to blame for this and my apologies for any mistakes; this is my first attempt at this fandom. :) 


The bruises would fade but the mental scars, they would stay forever, carefully and meticulously added to 
the ever growing library of memories. The library that had now reached full capacity. 


"Sir," the woman's voice caused him to look back to the curved desk, bruised eyes having been carefully 
reading each and every poster on the walls. Posters for support groups and helplines. "Sir, this is a woman's 
refuge. You can't stay here. I'm sorry," her voice dropped a little, filled with a sudden compassion. 

Feeling the lump in his throat rise, David nodded, painfully blinking back tears. 


"Where can | go?" he managed to feebly ask, shoulders rising and falling with a sigh. 


He looked to the woman, a big, kindly looking woman with dreadlocks piled on her head. He could feel her taking 


him in, her gaze non-judgemental as she surveyed the bruised eyes, grazed cheekbone and taped up fingers. 
Her blue eyes looked deeply into his, reading the years of pain and frustration Pain and frustration that she 
instinctively knew he wanted to escape but couldn't. Because every relationship that ended in blood was a filthy 
addiction that couldn't easily be escaped. 


"There isn't anywhere," she finally replied, voice on the edge of breaking. "I'm sorry." 


David nodded, understanding. It was only women that got beaten up by their partners. Men, they were 
supposed to take it like men. They were strong, the protectors. But they were also the killers. The killers of 
spirits and egos and of each other. 


Hazel eyes were glazed with tears as he looked back to the woman, a hand with red raw knuckles reaching up 


to brush a wave of hair from his face. 
"l-I" he quietly faltered as the tears, the first real tears in years, came. "I can't do this any more." 
Through the glaze of tears, David watched as the woman sighed, face setting in resigned compassion. 


"I know." She stepped around the flyer and form cluttered desk and wrapped her arms around him, pulling him 


to her chest. 


David felt his chest ache as he was hugged. Yet it wasn't just the dull ache of bruised ribs, nor was it just 
the sharp pain of heart break. His heart ached for the separation, of having pulled himself away from his 
lover, of having to admit to himself that this wasn't right. But it was the pain of separation that was the 
greatest. 


Resting his head on the woman's shoulder, he sobbed, confessing everything. The forced taking of drugs, the 
numerous hospital visits, the rapes. But what lay heaviest was the guilt of saying it, of telling a complete 
stranger of what the man he loved did to him. Yet each heinous event was inter-spaced with moments of 
great joy; gifts and love and highest of all, praise lavished upon him by the General himself. And that's what he 
stayed for. But was it really a good enough reason? The need to be accepted? 


Finally, after a good thirty minutes of sobbing and talking, David pulled away, hands wiping over his face to rid 
it of tears. Already the bruises were colouring, glistening nearly black beneath the harsh lights of the 


reception area. Smiling, the woman reached beneath the desk and pulled out a green box with a white + on it. 


"We're all the same," she said as she removed tweezers from the box. "We love them but they love to beat 


us and we believe this is the way they show their love for us." 


She fell silent for a moment as she worked on the wound that lay upon his cheekbone. David whimpered but 
never flinched as microscopic pieces of dirt and gravel were cleaned away before the wound was closed with 
two, tiny butterfly band-aids. There was no use in flinching or moving away; in his experience it only lead to 


more pain, more blood, more heartache. 


"You have two choices," she softly continued, dropping the box back to the desk. "You can stay or you can 
walk." She looked at him, eyes as warm as when he'd first broken down. "And | think you know which choice to 
make. Because you can only patch those wound for so long before they infect your very being and you become 
as bitter and as twisted as he is." 


A frown furrowed David's normally smooth brow and he went to speak; never had he mentioned that his 
partner was male, nor had he uttered the redhead's name. The corners of the woman's eyes turned upwards 


as she carried on smiling, a tiny twinkle flashing through them as she clasped her hands before her. 


"Its what he wants," she continued. "Someone he can drag down to his level, someone who will be as miserable 


as he is. Its the only way he'll ever be able to make himself feel good about himself” 


She raised a hand to brush strands of honey-brown hair behind his ear. The long sleeve of her baggy sweater 
slid back, revealing an arm criss-crossed with raised white welts, healed pock marks and a single orange 
bracelet. A plastic orange bracelet that indicated she was over twenty one and allowed to drink 


"Take care, David," she said with a sigh. "Stay strong and make the right choice, okay?" 


With a nod and the briefest of smiles, he turned and quietly left, heart heavy as he walked out into a street 
that had long since succumbed to the night. 


Deep in thought, he's walked the streets, following his footsteps back to the venue. Standing on the edge of the 
parking lot, he looked towards the twin-deckered bus. It looked a million miles away, a million steps from where 
he stood David turned and looked back along the street that he'd just walked, a street that was flooded with 
bright lights. 


Walk David. Walk away and never look back. 


His feet felt like lead as he lifted one, intent on finally grasping the light, grasping the freedom he knew he 


needed. 
"JUN-/OR? He flinched, teeth set on edge as the damned pet name seared through his brain. 


There was no option but to turn, to turn away from his freedom. Slowly he walked across the parking lot, each 
footstep a slow, deliberate stab at the voice that had called him. Slowly he walked across the asphalt that, an 


hour earlier a drugged up Dave had forced his face into. 


"Where the fuck have you been?" the familiar voice growled, close enough that David could feel the warm, 


liquor soaked breath against his cheek. "You've been gone for fuckin’ hours." 


David chanced a glance at his watch, the silver face illuminated in the low light of the bus steps. He'd been 
gone less than ninety minutes but he wasn't going to chance it with a smart reply. 


"A walk," he replied, face stony and voice emotionless. 


He watched as Dave's narrowed eyes flicked over his face, taking in the tiny band-aids with a sneer which 
screamed "Pussy!" For a second, David stared at him, daring him to say something but, for once, the redhead 
stayed silent, his accusing glare still on the strapped up wound. 


Dropping his hair back around his face, David stepped onto the bus and collapsed onto his bed, arms wrapping 


around himself as he did. 


It would be a long time before he could make that break but he knew that when he finally did, the freedom 


would be that much sweeter. 


